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CHAPTER XVI

ALONG TWO ROADS TO STEIGNTON,

UNACCOUNTABLE resolutions, if impromptu and springing
from the female breast, are popularly taken for caprices;
and even when they divert the current of a history, and
all the more when they are very small matters producing
a memorable crisis. In this way does a lazy world con-
sign discussion to silence with the cynical closure. Man's
hoary shrug at a whimsy sex is the reading of his enigma
still.

But ask if she has the ordinary pumping heart in that
riddle of a breast: and then, as the organ cannot avoid
pursuit, we may get hold of it, and succeed in spelling
out that she is consequent, in her fashion. She is a
creature of the apparent moods and shifts and tempers
only because she is kept in narrow confines, resembling,
if you like, a wild cat caged. Aminta's journey down to
Steignton turned the course of other fortunes besides her
own; and she disdained the minor adventure it was,
while dreaming it important; and she determined eagerly
on going, without wanting to go; and it was neither
from a sense of duty nor in a spirit of contrariety that
she went. Nevertheless, with her heart in hand, her
movements are traceably as rational as a soldier's before
the enemy or a trader's matching his customer.

The wish to look on Steignton had been spoken or
sighed for during long years between Aminta and her
aunt, until finally shame and anger clinched the subject.
To look on Steignton for once was now Aminta's phrasing
of her sudden resolve; it appeared as a holiday relief
from recent worries, and it was an expedition with an
aim, though she had but the coldest curiosity to see the
place, and felt alien to it. Yet the thought, never to
have seen Steignton! roused phantoms of dead wishes to
drive the strange engine she was, faster than the living